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was romance; the faint elusive romance of her
home that was in the house with Rosabelle's
tablet, the garden with her sundial, the shield, and
the fabulous unicorn, the weeping trees in the
cemetery; and it seemed to him that if he let her
go that this would be the end of it; of his youth> of
romance, of that first hot fire of delight, of the
radiance he had known3 and he could not bear to
let it go.
He wrote to her that night,
I have something to tell you5 Rosa. I love you and I
want you to marry me. I am coming myself to tell you.
Be ready for me after five. There's a kiss in this letter.
STEPHEN.
The peon who took Stephen's letter put his
pass-book on his desk*